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HYMN TO THE CREATOR; 

TRANSLATED fROM THE FRENCH. 

God ! bow richly art thou painted in 

these vast hearens, 
Thou whose traces we see every where ! 
Hutv if it that tbuu hidest thyself rroiii 

ourt-yts, 
But thou fillest the whole extent. 
Man whom tliuu hast endowed with a part 

otlliystlf. 
How can he cease praising thee, in thy 

works. 
The sun is but au atom in comparison of 

litee. 
Thou guiilest the stars by immutable 

la\v<; 
But we see but thy shadow in contem- 

ptatiiikc the heavens ; 
Uisinthe ntart alone thou art really 

fnund ; 
Bender the met use of this heart worthy 

of thyself ; 
My song i« incapable of grasping that 

which is extreme ; 
1 quit the attempt, I quit the theme. 

R.S. 



ON THE MUSE. 
VjRE AT soiircesof pleasurethe Muse can 

tutfuld, 
Which can neither be purchased with 

silver or gold. 
Her demesne is immense ; no bounds ca/i 

contain 
The spate over which the sweet muse 

holds her reign. 
Sh* has woods, she has lawns, rich vallies 

and ntountains. 
She has setpciitine rivers, lakes, and cool 

fountains. 
Unlike the '>.<ijyjrmcr* who always com- 

plai/j, 
Dry Heathi I delights her as well as the 

rain. 
When the li.;hlnin!; gleams bright, and 

loud rr)ars the thundei, 
•She feels her heart beat with delight aud 

M ith wonder. 
When the (lark clouds retire, and the sun- 

sluiit; appvarSy 
And natiu'e loi'ks smiling so soft through 

her tears ; 
Thcnthe green earth all glittering so fresh 

and so bright, 
Fills the muse with etiiotion, and gentlest 

delight. 
Or e'en in dull days when the sky is be- 
clouded, 
She blesses the being whose glories are 

sb.rouded. 
From the weak eyes of mortals who could 

not endure, 
Long time to be dazzled with brilliaoce so 

pure. a. 



.SONNF.T TO nOPR. 

Hail lovely Hope I with sweet delusiv* 

snriik'. 
Still do-t thou say that soon my carrs 

shall end ; 
And thuuirh thou cheat me with deceitful 

wile 
I'll love thee still ; thou ait roy only 

friend. 
Bereft o'lhee, ah ! whither should I bend 
My tteary way; to what sequestered 

i>!e ; 
Bereft of thte, where should I find a 

friend, 
Thetedioui hours of sorrow to beguile. 
Never-swctt Hope withdraw thy cheering 

ray. 
But sootiie with gentle voice my drooping 

heart ; 
Thy soft illusions to my breapt impart, 
AndlVomthy suppliant drive despair »- 

way ., 
My woe- worn soul on thee shall ever stay 
For tbou canst blunt Aftliction's keenest 

dart. E.C 



THE .summerhou.se. 

WhOF.'ER admires the gilded dome. 

The crowded street, the pageant vjrw. 
For pleasure need not biiher come ; 

This summei house, tis not for yon. 
But come, you swains, whose taste rtfin'd 

Can nature's beantits suil admire. 
And if you're not to nature blind, 

Surenatuie here your bieasts vill fire. 
No cornices these walls fa( d'glit, 

Nopauitiims, g ldii:g'<, here are foniid. 
The wall> litdeiked with simplest white. 

The ruuf withhuuiblest thaich is ciown'd. 
Where'er you turn yo\ir lon'^iiig eyes, 

Unitniiibtred beauties meet \our view. 
The diKiant landscapes here ai i^e, 

'J'he iiearei scenes give pleasure tuo. 
There, wood and water, Itill and vaJt, 

In sweet coidusioii seem to lie ; 
And all llieiv blended beau! ies \.M, 

Here reigns lieloicd vaiiety. 

The gar.len lhons;h 'tis dressed with art. 

Will sure your breasts with pleasure till, 
Thougl) taste slimes forth in every part. 

Nature ihough deck'd is nature still. 
The iiandy may withjewels sliii.e. 

The diamond may their dress adorn, 
1 envy not the Indian mine, 

tlive me the rose, the scented thorn. 
Give me yon polyanthus tray, 

'I'liat shod.-, its odours all aiuiind, 
Cuinpared to yon sweet smell iiif pea, 

Tbe scents uf India dead are found. 



